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SYNOPSIA

Apntha Redmond, opem minger, sariing
or an aute drive In New York, finds o
frangar #ont as her chaunffour.  Later
ha @ accosted by a stranger wim climbs
Liitg the auto and chloroforma tiee, Joanes
Hambleton of Lynn, Moss., witnesies (he
JSDduetion of Agatha Redmond. Hamble
at Bees Agatha forclbly Caken aboard o
noht.  He wecures a tug and whee nea
ho yacht drops ovarboard.  Alsck Van
ame, friend of Hambleton, hind an ap
(uMmtiment with him.  Not meeting iam-
Ston, he maken A enll  upon fricpds,
Andams and Miss Melanls Reynler. lio
vopoies 10 the leiter and s refosed. The
theee sreangs o const trip on Van Camp's
vachl, the Sea Gull. Hoamblgton wakos
i on bonrd the Jeanne Y Are, the yacht
m which Is Agntha Redmond.  Tls mests
v min who Introduces himself as Mon-
foar Chatelnrd, who I Agatha's abdue-
WE They fghl, but are [nlerrupted by
the sinking of the vessel Hmmy and
“palhin arg abandoned by the craw, who

taka to the boats. Jimmy and Agatha

wim for houra and fAnully renclh shore

n o thoroughly axhausted condition, He

overing alightly, the pale (ind Haad, the
1

r who nmistod In Agnihi‘s ab-
He agrees Lo hslp thein. Jhn

iclivioun and on the verge of dea
woam for help. He returnmae  wit e,
rhayor, who revives Jim, ond the party
« conveyad Lo Charvlesport, whers Agn-
ha's property la located. Van Camp and
iw party, in the Sen Gull, reach Charles-

port and get tidings of the wrock of the
Ipanne D'Are. Aleck fMinds Jim =on the
vargo of death and Agntha [y =|(-ncr.1.lr,
. Thayer declares hiw sister, Mes, Stod-
fard, ta the only one who o save Jim.
e I n woman of strong religlous con-
Jetlons, and dislikon Agatha gn sccount
W ber profession. Sho voluses Lo Irse

Tim. Agutha pleads with hor and  ahe
Unsonts 1o thke the case.  Faod a'\'_P'InI.ul
hirw he cacaped from the wrock, though

bt will say pothing coucerning the ab-
Tistton Limule, Agatha's maid, prrives
irom New York. The fight for Jim's

i goes on,  Van Comp hoars Agatha's

story nod getn on the (eack of Chatalard,
who escaped from the wrock, Hamble-
18 finally out of r. Thember-

i friend of Van
tinkrland,

ey after
CHAPTER XVill.—Continued.

‘Mr. Van Camp and bis friend came
n just after I'd put you to hed, Miss
tedmond, and ale u bita of breakfast
“lght oft that table; and ‘twas & mercy
'l gleared all the kuloh outer the at
i, aa 1 did last weolk, for Mr. Van

wmp he wanted a place o aleep;
wid he's up there now  Used lo be a
whole lot er the parson's bhooks up
there; but I put them on a shelf In
the gpare room. The other man went
i toward the village."

sgatha, looking aboul the aleasant
kitchen, was templed to oger Sal-
lo's conversation ylelded, to tha dis-
wrning, something of the rich egaence
o the past; and Agalha began to
yiewrn for a better knowledgn of the
voailuse who had been her frisud, un
Imown, through all the years But she
rgmembered her Industrious plane for
Yo day and postponed her talk with
Anllie

I remember there used w0 be'a
wrivve, A slratoh of wood, somewhere
heyond the chureh, Ballie. Which way
4 it—along the path that goes
firough' the ohurohynrd **

"No, thin way; right back ar the
ywrd. Parson Thayer he used to walk
it way quite often.” Sallle went
with Agatha to another stile berond
ho churchyard, and polnted over Lthe
piasiure to o fringe of dark trees along
o farther border. "Right thers by
rhnt apple troo, the path s, HBut don't
¢ts far, Mlss Redmond: tha woods nin't

hoslthy.”
‘All right, Ballle; thavk you Il
uol, stay long " Slhe called Danny and

«tarted out through tho pasture, with
i hound, sober and dignifiasd and
happy, nt her healn

The wood was cool and dim, with
m nneven wagon rosd winding In and
it betwesn the stumps
wigar-maples reared thelr forms here
wnl thers; occasionally a llthe hirch

(iftsd a tossing head, and, farther
vithin, plnes shot thelr stralght
iruaks, arrow-dike, up to the canopy
ihova,

Marther along, the road widenad into
v little clearing, bevond which the
nirgh and maple (rees gave place en-
rienly €0 plnes and hemlocks Ths un-
jorbrush disappeared, and a brown
mrpet of neodles and conea apread far
under the shade. The tealy rustle of
ho dealduous trees ceassd, and A ma-
lostle stiliness, deeper than thought,
pervaded the place. At the clearing
fuat within this decper wood Agatha
peused, sat down on a sloos and took
Danny's head [n her Imp. The dog
inoked up Into her (ace with the wist-
ml, molancholy gaze of hia kind, in-
nrtioulate yot eloquent

The sun was nearly st zenith, and
nright fecks of lght Iay hers and
ihore over the brown earih: As
Asmtha grew accustomed to the shade,
H feomed ploamat and not sl all un-
ihoerful—the galaty of aunlight sub-
dudd only to a softer tone. The roso-
lution which had hrought hee thither
“otumed. 8She stood up under, the
dbma of pines and began paltly to alng,
{rying her voice firat in singla tones,

R e

P i, .

Ennrmous’

|then a scale of two, a trill At first
|her volos was fot clear, but as she
jmminund It emerged from its sheath
{of huskiness clear and flutelike, and
{ liquid as the notes of the thrushes that
| inhabited the wood. The pleasure of
|the sexerciss grew, and presently,
warbling her songs there in the oth
erwise pleasant forest, Agatha hecame
conscions of & strange accompan!ment,
Pausing a moment, she perceived that
the grove was vocal with.tone long
after her volce had cepsed. It was
not exactly an echo, byt & slowly re-
ceding resonance, faint daplications
and multiplications of her voles, gent-
|y floating into the thickness of the
forest.

Charmed, like & child who discovers
soma curious phenomenon of nature,
Agatha tried her voice agaln and
again, listening, between whiles, to
the ghostly tones reverberating among
the pines. She sang the slow majestic
“Lascia ¢h'lo pianga,” which has test-
ed every singer's volee since Handel
wrote 1t; and then, eurious, she tried
the effect of the nerlal sounding-board
with quick, brillient runs up and
down the full range of the volce, But
the effect was more beautiful with'
something melodious and somewhat
flow; and thers came to her mind an
old-fnshioned song which, as a girl
she had often sung with her mother:

“Oh! that wa two were maying
Down the stream of the soft spring
breeze."”

She sang the stanza through, softly,
walking up and down among the pines,
Danny, at first, wnlked up and down
beside her gravely, and then lay down
in the middle of the path, keeping an
eya on Agatha's movements. Her
volem, pitched at ita softest, now
seamed to be infinitely enlarged with-
out belng made louder, It carried far
in among the trees, clear and soft as
2 waveripple. Entranced, Agatha be-
gan the second part of the song. just
for the joy of slnging:

"Oh! that we two sat dreaming
On the sward of soma sheep-trimmed
down—""

when suddenly, from the distance, an-
other volce took up the strain. Danny
was Instantly up and off to investigate,
but presently came back wagging and
begging his mistresa to follow hiin.

In spite of her surprise in hearing
another volea complete the duet,
Agatha went on with the song, half
singing, half humming. It was a wom-
an's volce that jolned her's, singing
the part quite according to the book:

"With our limba at rest on the qulet
earth's breist
And our souls at home with God!"

The ploe canopy spread the volces,
first one and then the other, until the
wood was llke & vast cathedral filled
with the softest music of the organ
pipaa.

Thers was nobody in sight at first,
but as Agatha followed the path, she
presently saw a white arm and skirt
projecting from behind the trunk of &
tree. Danny, wagging slowly, ap-
peared to wish to make friends, and
before Agatha had time to wonder, the
stranger emerged and came toward
her with outstretched hand.

“Ah, forgive me! 1 hid and then
startled you; but I was tempted by
the song. And thls foresi. temple—
Isn't it wonderful?”

Agatha looked at the stranger, sud-
danly wondering 1if she were not some
familiar but half-forgotten acquaint-
anoe of years agone. She was a bean-
titul dark woman, probably two or
three years older than herself, mature
and self-polsed as only a woman of the
conmopolitan world can be. It might
bo that compared to her Agatha was &
bit crude and unfinished, with the
years of her full blossoming yet to
come. She had no words at the mo-
mont, and the older woman, still hold-
ing - Agatha's hand, explained.

Y did mot mean to steal in upon
you; but as I cama into the grove I
heard you elnging Handel, and I
couldn't reaist listening. Your volce
Is wonderful! Bapeclally hers!" As
she looked Into Agatha's face, her ain-
cero eyes and volce gave the pralse
that no one can resist, the tribute of
one artist to another.

“Thia is, Indead, o beautiful hall. I
found It out just mow by accident,
whan | came up hers to practico and
sea It 1 had any volce left” sald
Agathn. Sho paused, ns It suddenly
ocpurred to her that the visitor might
be James Hambleton's sister and that
#he was being delinguent as a hostess.
“But come hack to the house,” she

sald.  “This la not & bospltable place,
=xactly, to recelve A gaest”

The stranger laughed goatly. “Have
you guessed who-1 sm, then! No?
Well, you see' ] had the advantage of
you from the first. You are Miss Red-
wond, and I followed you here from
the house whore your servant gave me
the drections. [ am Miss Reyaler,
Melanie Reynier, and 1 am staying at
the Hillside. Mr. Van Camp—" and to
bPer own great surprise, Melanie
blushed erimson at this point—"that
Is, we, my aunt and I, were Mr. Van
Camp's guests on board the Sea Gull
When he heard of the wreck of the
Jeanne D'Arc we put {n to Charles
port; though he has probably ex-
pinined all this to you. It was such a
relief and pleasure to Mr, Van Camp
to find his cousin, Il as he was; for
he had feared the worst."

Agatha had not heard Miss Rey
nler's name before, but she knew
vaguely that Mr, Van Camp had been
with a yachting party when he arrived
at Charlesport. Now that sha was
face to face with Miss Reynler, a keen
liking and Interest, a quick confldence,
rose In her heart for her.

“Then perhaps you know Mr. Ham-
bleton,” sald Agstba ‘mpuislvelw
“The fever turned last night. Were
you told that he is better?

“'No, I don't know him,” said Me
lanie, shoking her head. “Neverthe
lese, 1 am heartily glad to hear that
he s better. Much better, they sald
at the hoyse” .

They had been standing at the place
where Agatha had first discoverad her
visitor, but now they turned back Into
the clearing.

“Oome and try the organ plpes
agaln,” she begged. They walked
about the wood, wsinging first one
strain and then another, testing the
curiously beautiful properties of the
footing of friendliness. It was evident
that each was capable of laying aside
formallty, when she wished to do so,
pine dome, They were quickly on a
and each was, at heart, frank and aln:
cere. Melanig's talent for song was
not small, yet she recognized In
Agatha a superior gift; whils, to Aga-
tha, Melanle Reynler seemed Increas-
ingly mature, polished, full of charm.
They left the wood and wanderad
back through the pasture and over the
stile, each learning many things In re-
gard to the other, They spoke of tha
place and Ite beauty, and Agatha told
Melanle of the chlldhood momories
which, for the first time, she had re-
vived in thelr llving background.
“How our thoughts change!” she
sald at lust. “As a child, 1 never felt
this farm to be lonely; it was the
most populous and entertnining place
in all the world. 1 much preferred
the \wood to anything in the city. I
love It now, too; but it secms the
essence of solitude to me."

“rhat 18 because you have been
where the passlons and restlessnass
of men have centered. One ia never
the same after that."

“Strangely enough, the place now
belongs to me,” went on Agatha, “Par-
son Thayer, the former owner and
resident, was my mother's guardian
and friend, and left the place to me
for her sake"

“Ah, that {8 well!” cried Melanie,

“It will be your castle of retreat,
your Sans-Souci, for all your life. I
envy you! It la charming. Paastor—
Parson, do you say?—Parson Thayer
was & man of judgment."
“Yes, and a man of strange and
dominating personallty, 'in his way.
Everything about the houss speaks of
him and his tastes, Even Danny here
follows me, I really belleve, because
I am begioning to appreciate his for-
mer master.”

Agatha stooped and patted the dog's
head, Youth and health, helped by
the sympathy of a friend, were work-
ing wondera in Agatha. Bhe beamed
with happlness.

“Come Into the house,” she begged
Melanie, “and look at some of his
books with me., But first we’ll find
Sallie and get luncheon, and perhaps
Mr. Van Camp will appear by that
tme, Poor man, he was quite worn
out. Then you shall ses Parson Thay-
or's books and flowers, If you wilL."

They strolled ever the velvet lawn
toward the front of the house, wherse
the door and the long windows stood
open. Down by the road, and close
to the llae bushes that flanked the
gateway, stood a large silver-white
sutomoblle—evidently Mirs Reynler's
conveyanco. The driver of the ma-
chine had disappeared.

“I muatn't trespass on your kindness
for luncheon today, thank you,"” Me-
lanle was saylng: "but I'll come again
soon, If 1 may.” Meantime she was
moving slowly down the walkk But
Agatha would not have It so. 8he
clung to this woman friend with an
unwonted eagerness, begging her to
Btay.

“We are quite alone, and we have
been so miserable over Mr, Hamble-
ton's iliness,” she pleaded quite fl-
loglcally. "Do stay and cheer us up!™

And so Melanle was persuaded; eas-
ily, too, except for her compunctions
about abusing the hospltality of =
household whoae first care must neces-
sarlly be for the sick.

“l want to stay,” she sald frankly.
“The house breathes the very alr of
restiulness itself; and I haven't soon
the garden at all!” She walked buck
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i

f
£
?
;
iE

¥

again struck by woms hsunting
miliarity sbout her face and fAgure.
She wondered ‘where she ocould have
soen Miss Rayaler before.
Aleck "Van Camp, appearing round
the corner of the house, made elab-
orate bows to the two Iadles.
“Good morning, Miss Redmond!” He
greeted her cordially, plalnly glad to
see her. *1 slept the sleep of the blest
up there In your fragrant laft. Good
morning, Mivs Reynier!” He walked
over and formally took Melanle's hand
for an instant &"] knew it was de
oroed that you two shou!d be friends,”
he went on, In hin deliberate way. “In
fact, I've been whlting for the moment
when [ could have the pleasure of in-
troducing you myself, and here you
have managed to dispense with my
services altogether. But let me es
gort you into the house. Sallle says
her raised biscults are all ready for
luncheon.” .

Agntha, looking at her new friend's
vivid faco, saw that Mr. Van Camp
was not an unweleome addition to
thelr number, She had a qulck: su-
perstitious feeling of happiness at the
thought that the old red house, gath-
ering elements of joy about its roof,
wns her possession and her home.

“I've promised to show Misa Hay-
nler some queer old books after lunch-
eon,” she sald,

Aleck wrinkled his brow.
not to be jealousg of them."

“T'll try

CHAPTER XiX.

Mr. Chamberlaln, Sleuth,

Unbeknown to himself, Mr. Cham-
berlaln possessed the soul of a con-
spirator. Leaving Aleck Van Camp at
the crisp edge of the day, he fell in-
to deep thought as he walked toward
the village. As he reviewed the in-
formation he had recelved, ha came
more and more to adopt Agatha's
cnuse as his oyn, and his spirit: was
fanned into the glow Incldent to the
chase.

He walked briskly over the country
road, descended the steep hill, turn-
ing over the facts, as he knew them,
in his mind. By the time he reached
Charlesport, he regarded his honor as
a gentleman Involved in the capfure
of the Frenchman. Hia knowledge of
the methods of legal prosecutions,
avan In his own country, was extrems.
Iy hary. He had never been in a sit-
uation, In his hitherto peaceful caraar,
In which it had been necessary to ap-
peal to the law, either on his own
bebhalf or on that of his friends.

Legal processes In America wers
even less known to him, but he was
not daunted on that secount. He re-
membered Shelock Holmes and
RaMes; he recalled Bill Sykes and Du.
bose, dodging the operations of jus-
tice; and In that romantle chamber
that lurks somewhere in every man's
make-up, he felt that classic tradition
had armed him with all the prepa-

ment. He, Chamberlain, was unex-
pectadly called upon to act as an agent
of justice mgainat chicanery and vio-
lence, and it was not in him to shirk
the task. His labors, which, for the
greater part of his life, had been ex-
pended In tracing the evolution of
blind fish in Inland caves, had not es-
pecially fitted him for dealing with the
details of such a case as Agatha's; but
they had left him eminently well
equipped for discerring right prin-
ciples and embracing them.

Chamberlain's first move was to vis-
It Blg Blmon, who directed him to the
house of the justice of the peace, Is-
ragl Cady. Squire Cady, in his shirt-
sleaves and wearing an old faded silk
hat, was In his side yard endeavoring
to coax the fruit down gently from a
flourishing pear tree.

“You walt just & minute, i yov
please, until 1 get these two plump
pears down, and I'll be right there
he called courteounly, without looking
away from his long-handled wire
#o00p, .

Mr. Chamberlain strolled into the
yard, and after watching Squire Cady's
exertions for a minule or two, offered
“to wield the pole himself

“Takes a pru-uty steady hand to get
thosa blg ones off without brulsing
them," cautioned the squire,

‘But Chamberlain's hand was stead
inesa itself, and his eyesight much
keener than tha old man's. The re-
sult was highly satistactory., No less
than a dozen ripe pears wers twitched
oft, just in the nick of time, so far an
the sater was concerned.

“Well, thank you, sir; thank you,”
sald Bquire Cady. “That just goes to
show what the youhger getieration can
do. Now then, let's see. Got any
pockets?"

He plcked out gix of the best pears
and plled them fn Chamberlain's
hands, then took off his rusty, old-
fashioned hat and filled it with the
rest of the frult. Chamberlaln care-
fully stowed his treasures into the
wide pockets of his tweed sult.

“Now, slr,” Bquire Cady sald heart
ily, "we'll go into my offics and attend
to business, I'm not equal to Clnoln-
natus, whom they found plowing his

ration necessary for herolc achleve-

out of & pockst, a bandann

chlef from another, and requestsd
Chamberlain to sit down and make
himself at home. The two men sat
facing each other near a ftall secre-
tary whoee pigeonholes were stuffed
with papers in all stages of the yel
lgwing process. Squire Cady's face
was yellowing, llke his papers, and it
was wrinkled and careworn; but his
eyes were bright apd humorous, and
his wvolce pleasant Chamberlain
thought he liked him.

“Come to get a marringe Hcensa?"
the squire inquired. Chamberiain im-
mediately decided that he didn't like
him, but he foolishly blushad.

No, it's another sort of matter,” he
sald stiMy, 1

“Not a marriage license! All right,
my boy,” agreed Squire = Cady.
“"Tien't the fashion to marry young
nowadays, I know, though 'twas the
fashion in my day. Not a wedding!
What then?"

Then Chamberlain sét to work to
tell his story. Placed, as It were, face
to face with the law, he realized that
he was but poorly equipped for car-
rylng on actual proceedings, even
though they might be against Bellal
himself; but he made a good front
and persunded Squire Cady that thera
was something to be done. The sguire
was vialbly affected at the mention of
the old red house, and fell into a
revery, looking off toward the fielda
and tapping his spectacles on the desk.

“Hercules Thayer and 1 read Latin
together when we were boys," he dald,
turning to Chamberlain with a remi
niscent smile on his old face. “And he
llcked moe for liking Haonibal better
than Seciplo.” He laughed heartily,

The faces of the old sometimes be-
come like pletured parchments, and
seem to be lighted from within by a
falnt, steady gleam, almost more beau.
tiful than the fire of youth, As Cham-
berlain looked, he decided once mors,
and finally, that he liked Squire Cady,

"But I got even with Hercules on
Horace,” the squire went on, chuckling
st his memorles, “However,” he
sighed, as he turned toward his desk
again, “this lsn't getting out that war-
rant for you, We don't want any
malefnctors loose about Charlesport;
but you'll have to be sure you know
what you're doing. Do you know the
man-—can you ldentify him?"

*I think 1 should know him; but in
any case Miss Redmond at the old red
house can identify him.)"

“We don't want to arrest anybody
{1l we're sure we know what wa're
about—that's poor law,” said 8quire
Cady, in & pedagogiceal and squire-lsh
tone, as 1f Chamberlain were a mers
boy. But the Englishman didn't mind
that.

“T think I can satisfy you that we've
got the right man,” he answered “If 1
find him and bring him to the old red
house this afternoon, so that Miss Red.
mond ean identify him, will you have
& sheriff ready to serve the warrant?”

“Yes, 1 can do that”

“Yery well, then, and thank you.
sir”’ sald Chamberlaln, moving to-
ward the door. “And I'm keen on
hearing how you got even with Mr.
Thayer on the Horace.”

The light behind the squire’s parch:
ment face gleamod & moment.

“Oome back, my boy, when you've
done your duty by the law. Hvery
oitizen should be a protector as well
a8 a keeper of the law. 8o coms
again; the latch-string {s always out."

It was mid-morning before the de
tails connected with the sherift wers
completed. By this time Chamber
lain’s heavy but sound temperament
had lifted itself to ite task, galning
momentom &8 the hours went by. His
next step was (o search out the
Frenchman, The meager Information
obtalned the day before was to the ef.
fect that the marconad yachtowner
had taken refuge in one of the shacks
near the granite docks In the upper
part of the village. He had persuaded
the caretaker of the sallors' reading
room to lend him money with which
to telegraph to New York, as the tale-
graph operator had refused to trust
him.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Breathe Through the Nose,

Breathing through the nose s im-
portant, not only for the purposa of
filtering the air by removing dust and
germs, but In cold weather for the pur-
poss of molstening and warming the
alr before it enters the deeper alr pas-
sages. The total surface of the nasal
oavity has been sutimated to be on an
avarage of about 16 squars inchen, Tha
mouth surface has nn area of less than
11 square inches, or ouly thout two-
thirds that of the nose. It has been
noted that runners who breathe
through the nosa have much greater
endurance than those who breathe
through the mouth.

Hunting With the Falcon

wrist, and the hunters are usually to
be seon with a llttls wooden brackst
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Regular Stalrs. '

A lawyer wan crossexamining an
old German about the position of the
doors, windows and so forth, In a
house in which & certaln transaction

2 JHi; —l;ve B:yond a

Burely Impossible to Ask Further
Proof After This Really SBublime

“Do you love me?” he asked.
In reply. the modern young girl
the modern young

Doubt '

: ]
Models of flowered materlal and biack and white checked volle. Lace and
sallor eollars with sashes of taffeta.

.

BETTER THAN ANY COSMETIC

Combination of Reposes and Relaxa-
tion Is the Only Beauty Secret
That Is Worth Knowing.

it

EXCELLENT FOR TENDER SKIN

Vietim of Sunburn WIIl Find Relief

In This Preparation, Which 1s a

Home Remedy. :

A preparation that will suit most
tender skins or skin that has been
sunburned |s made by mixing togeth-
er four ounces of pure almond meal,
an ounce of powdered orris, two
ounces of powdered castile soap, one-
halt drachm ofl of bergamot, four
drops of bitter almond oll and & quar-
tar of a drachm of extract of musk.

Only tepid water should be used on
the skin and alter welting It rub on
some of the above preparation In-
| stand of using soap, vsing the hands
to make the application becauss-a
wasli cloth usually causes friction and
this, added to a sunburned skin,
| would make it sore and tender, More
| water {8 used and the skin 5 cleansed

with the hands and finally rinsed sev-

eral times and with old soft towels
patted dry. Then a mere suspleion
of cold cream is massaged Into the
skin and so left for the night.

Any girl or woman who will be
careful to protegt her skin and care
for It as Just deseribed even though
it I8 paturally of a dry texture will|laxatlon more body-bullding than
not burn or tan nearly as quickly as | massage.—Leslie's Weekly. \
will the girl with the oily skin. One SRR LT 2T \
would think that a girl with olly akin For the Rose Jar.
| would not burn as readlly as the girl| The following mixture has kept its

with the dry skin on account of suf- | fragrance for twenty years: GatHer
[ clent olly molsture, but nevertheless | the rose petals on a sunny day, in the
it has often been proven that she | morning, The common, sweet-scented
burns even more quickly. Why this | varieties are best. Let stand In a
s 8o In bhecause of the difference in | cool place for two hours, toss them
the skin tissues. and put into & bowl or covered dish in

PR S & layors. Sprinkle each layer with salt.
SMART TAILOR-MADE SUIT | Keep adding to these until you have
i

There is a beauty secret, not found
In cosmetics, and which does not lin-
ger In the perfume-laden hangings of
the parlor of the masseuse. It g a
socret which any woman can possess,
and lta magie effect I almost In-
stantly noted. The secret is merely
& combination of repose and relaxa-
tion, .

A restful woman always appears to
advantage. There Is culture in a re-
pose of manner that makes itssll felt
both &t home and in public. There
is a suggestion of reserve intellectual
strength, more Impressive than the
uneasiness of the woman who feels
that her tongue or her body must bo
in motion to lat the world know she
iz in it,

At the same time, the wear and
tear will leave tha marks of strain
on complexion and figure, which no
creams or lotions can remove. To'
grow old gracefully and beautifully.
learn to take things easy. Repose @
more beautifying than rouge, and re-

enough “stock.” Into a large glass
jur place two ounces of crushed ein-
namon; then put in the stock, which
has been shaken up every morning
for two weeks, When all Ia in the
jar, let stand for eight weeks, cov-
sred, It Is now ready for the perma-
nent jar. Add two ounces of lavender
flowars and one ounce of shredded
(not powdéred) orrls root. Mix well,
put into rose jar in alternate layers
with the rose stock and a few drope
of oll of roses. Over this pour a
wine glass of good cologne, and from
time to time add freah lavender flow-
ety and roase petala,

Card Cases.

The thin lingerie froek demands a
cardease of hankerchief llnen, em-
broldered with a very fine design;
those done In eyelet emhroldery are
the most effective, If you do the tiny
flowera and foliage in soild work, pad
the petals first with darning cotton
and cover this with fine mercerized
cotton. Scallop the edges, usihg the
buttenhole stitch, and whipstiteh the
sides together.

With iMe one plece frock or tailored
costume ghould be carried a chrd case
of heavy linen.  The design is not
80 fine on thess and can be done with
whita or colors, :

For instance, If you choose a card
cate of natural colored Hnen, the de-
ilgn can be affectivaly dons in white,
brown or dark blue. There are a fow
designs to be worked with the Bul
garlan colors, and these are axtreme-
[y effective when done in the brilliant
hues on a background of tan linen,

Model of blnek and white checked

shepherd gdods with outaway jacket. | inds & new pince overy day for her

hat. It Is on the deak. the shelf or

Long lapels and shaw!l collar. on the "g w!‘”: f.":‘l‘"‘:
Draped Lace Tunice, A new way, says the o8 Hx-
‘Although, perhaps, the Iace tunic | Press, i to take a plece of tape or
mumducrwu:ilumm.u mﬂﬂmmrpmm tour
has compensating merits which rec. urt‘_u'_l' T ﬂ:rphr"lutm

ommend It t» women of middle age
‘and even youngor women who have i

to hang up thalr hats. The office girl -




